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Chapter | 


Author's Notes: 


First and foremost, this is fiction, and not meant to represent the persons borrowed as characters. Second, 
sorry for posting it as a WIP but the rest is pining like a mofo (worse than Sav) and needs some serious beta. 
The remainder will be forthcoming within a couple of weeks. Last, this story isn't exactly ‘nice’, it has (wil 


have) its sweetness, and its darkness. 


ali 


Rick put his fingers on the strings again. He still didn't know whether he liked the feel or not. It was almost like 
being ten again, learning on an instrument that felt too big, too heavy. He'd only been playing bass now for a 
couple of months; it had been a steep learning curve. Initially, he played like a rhythm guitarist, easily annoyed 
by Pete's constant quips that he was the bottom man now, and Joe's suggestions of ‘walk it and ‘slap it. For 
fuck's sake, they weren't playing country or funk. Over time, Rick worked out minor pentatonic and ‘pound it, 


and that's what he did. Tony was pretty much in his own little world, so Rick stayed in his. He figured they did 


alright. 


But alright wasn't good enough. Down a guitar player, mediocre one or not, it became glaringly obvious that 
Pete could not perform all the necessary parts on his own His style had a raunchy, crunchy, abrasive swagger 
to it, his solos like the musical version of someone creatively grabbing their crotch as a rude gesture. That 


was all fine as far as it went, but it was only part of their sound 


They auditioned guitarists, not many. Most, it seemed, were actually vocalists who happened to play a little 
guitar. They already had their frontman, and he was going absolutely nowhere but behind the mic - and the 
hell out of Sheffield. They didn't need someone to strum and noodle around. Someone who could fly, and improv, 


and release streams of molten ice-blue cold with pure hot, horny, trashy honey from their strings all at once: 


That's what they needed. 


In he walked. His name was Steve. Rick couldn't quite recall the story of whichever saint he was named for, the 
one who was stoned to death? Guitar cases in each hand, open jean jacket with nothing underneath it, willowy 
and soft-spoken, he came in to their midst. Then he played, and that was that. It was like he'd always been 
with them and they'd just been waiting to hear him. 


-|1118 


Sav - yes he was Sav now, two Ricks was one Rick too many - liked Steve's take-it-or-leave it attitude, and 
they hung out sometimes. He was sharp, funny, intense, but in a different way than Joe, who never shut up. A 
couple of times, they even wrote together. Their styles were opposite. Led Zeppelin, meet Queen. Balls-out, 
swaggering and cocky, meet refined, or as refined as you get when you're I8. Steve could also be disconcerting, 
like he was waiting for Sav to catch on, like Sav was missing something, or like he wasn't getting an inside joke, 
and sometimes that half-crazed, head cocked, eyes-Turned-up expression Steve would get when he was 


challenged did weird things to his insides. 


Just as Joe was driven to cut an album, Steve was determined to get them in front of a crowd and play their 
arses off. Their sound came together in a huge rush of enthusiasm. Every day, they got tighter. They were so 
damned young, but they were ready. More than that, they were hungry. 


-1980 


Whatever it was - Sav would say later it was love, lust, and anger - it didn't happen right away. There was no 
love at first sight. Through their first aloum, summer festivals, the first real tour, first good reviews and 
bad press, it crept up on Sav. 


He'd been sharing a mic with Steve, since both of them had to seriously hunch to reach Pete's, during some 
random show. It was hot as hell, worse under the stage lights, and they were all shirtless. He'd seen Steve jam 


his low-slung Les Paul against his knee like that many times, seen the bow of his spine and the way he shook 


his guitar's neck to get more vibrato out of it than with just the whammy bar, more sustain. This time, he 
dropped to his knees mid-solo, his entire whip-thin, sweat-covered, gleaming body undulating then seizing and 
thrusting like he was.. Sav felt the change in him between one note and the next, knocking him back to fumbling 
around the too-thick neck of his bass, looking for narrower frets and lighter strings no longer there. Thank god 
they were just finishing the encore. He careened off the stage and threw up. 


Everything was off-balance, off kilter. The following two months were pure hell. A monotone, metronome, 
pulse-squeezing chant invaded his head all day, every day: Steve, Steve, Steve, Steve.. His heart beat too fast, 
all the time; he was high on too many endorphins; he walked around half-hard till his balls hurt and he had to 
sneak off and wank like he'd just hit puberty again. 


As far as Sav was concerned, if he could acknowledge the problem and give it a name then he'd be able to wall 
it off, keep a lid on it. So therefore, he declared to himself that it was not emotional, not physical; it was, had 
to be admiration, regard, esteem, never mind he was suddenly hero-worshipping someone only a few months 


older than himself, whom he'd known for years already. 


His body said otherwise. Said fuck you because that's what it wanted. Sav needed to touch, in a way he never 
had before, the person inhabiting the body whose memorized features he dreamed of, thought of, stroked 
himself to. 


And then, and then the heart - worthless thing that wanted what it wanted and not what was practical nor 
reasonable - like a jack-in-the-box, it bounced and flung itself about in his chest like a fool, sproing, sproing, 
sproing, making hellish if inaudible jangles when he least expected it. When he heard a certain laugh. Saw, though 
he could barely stand to look now, a certain thin-lipped smile. What the fuck was he supposed to do with that? 
Nothing, that's what. 


Sav had never felt that way about a bloke, whatever that meant. Not about a bird either. He just had not. He 
had a girlfriend like they all did, would occasionally hook up on the road - like they all did - and had never 
before popped wood over the idea of knobs and bollocks, hairy legs and skinny chests. Nope. Nor had he ever 
had one of those platonic boy-crushes, the kind that went beyond best mates, that made everyone wonder and 
parents worry. They, the band, were all friends, mates, besides working together. They had their individual 


quirks, but were equal. This threw one hell of a spanner in the works. 


Once it had struck him, though, Sav knew he'd never be the same. He'd been burned, seared, invisibly scarred. 
He got quieter, hanging back other than during rehearsals and gigs and then, he went in like he was wearing a 
mask. He couldn't afford that it should crack. Drinking, something they did almost nightly, loosened the rest of 
them up - he faded into the woodwork. Steve, Steve, Steve, Steve.. 


Chapter 2 


-1983 


He learned to live with it, once again on a steep curve. What else could he do? Life went on and Sav kept up 
appearances. It had taken some time; he'd had to figure it out all over again, same as he'd had to learn to walk, 
to play, to sing, to just be friends and bandmates with Steve and keep that other shit pushed down, way down, 
buried. 


At first, he'd tried to reason himself out of it. Steve's middle name might as well have been "bad habits". The 
things they all did, he tended to add just a little more excess. He ate like he was trying to give himself a heart 
attack and diabetes when he remembered to eat at all. Musically, he could be just as sloppy as he was brilliant. 
He couldn't sing, per se. What rough voice came out of him was more to bolster the effect that they had 
about twelve randy guys yelling back-up. Lucky for them, he could do it on key most nights. To top that off, 
he had a raging case of stagefright that seemed to get worse with every passing year. And don't get him 
started on his dad. 


It defied logic. All those things that should have put Sav off only added to the magnetic pull. He could no more 
talk himself out of it as redefine his taste in music. And that was interesting, wasn't it? If he wasn't in Def 
Leppard, would he even listen to Def Leppard? He had to wonder. 


Their new guitarist, Phil, was entranced with Steve, Sav could see that. Anyone could. All the more reason for 
him to watch his step. He observed them playing together, trading riffs, bonding, laughing. All of a sudden, the 
two of them were sharing a mic, gazing onto each other's eyes while they sang with their lips an inch apart. 
Phil so blatant it was all Sav could do not to scream. His eyes burned, it was like his cheeks broke out in 
gooseflesh. He liked Phil, he did, but.. what if Steve, who'd never even acknowledge the speaker's presence 
except to laugh if a gay bloke hit on him - something that happened to all of them - returned the feeling? All 
this time, Sav had been so careful to reveal nothing because he'd thought it was out of bounds, not allowed 
lest it destroy the working relationship. It had taken but a few short months for the dual leads to be dubbed 
‘Terror Twins’. What they got up to.. and Sav had the feeling that the rumors were only the half of it. 


That night, they were in the Midwest. Of course. Not a glamorous city like LA or NYC, nowhere interesting like 
Austin or Miami. Fucking Ohio. Where Phil and Rick had gone for the last hour was beyond Sav. He should have 
opted to accompany them to the liquor store a few blocks away. They probably got side-tracked to the strip 


club across from it. So ridiculous he needed one, but Rick's fake ID must have worked. 


"Where the fuck are they?" he repeated yet again, to no one. Steve - it was his room - looked over briefly 
but said nothing. He sat on his bed against the headboard, white jeans, tee-shirt and bare feet, one knee bent, 
Les Paul custom across his body. It had been one hell of a stilted conversation. Sometimes, Steve got moody 


and didn't want to talk. That was pretty much Sav's MO around him no matter what these days. 


A mumbled question followed by "Oil" got Sav's attention He'd been staring at the carpet, spacing out. "Say 


again?" 


"| said, since we're all getting in-ear monitors, you should get one of those headphone mic things," Steve 


repeated. 
Surprised he had an opinion on the subject, Sav asked him why. 
"You're all over the stage, but then you always have to come trotting back to sing. A lot" 


"Well, same for all us us, besides Joe. Okay Rick too, obviously. One of those limitations.” Now that Steve had 
planted the idea in his head, Sav could easily envision it. It would take getting used to, but it would make 


movement on stage easier. 


Steve insisted, "We - you - wouldn't have to be limited in that way. They're inventing so much cool stuff now, 
we should use it" 


It would beat having to be so conscious of the mic all the time. But what if it picks up all the huffing and 


puffing from running around?" 


"Then | guess all those birds who eyed you up through the entire set can pretend you're making an obscene 


phone call just for them." Steve imitated heavy breathing into a telephone receiver, his tongue lolling out. 
"Funny." 


Sav couldn't think of anything witty, or even interesting, to say. It really sucked. He missed how things had 


been, before.. whatever. The silence dragged out. 


"We should just fuck and get it over with," Steve said out of nowhere. He was picking idly, fingers spider- 
crawling all over the strings, without sound, only Steve could hear - in his head - what it was supposed to be. 


A bottle of vodka was propped against his shin, more than half gone. He barely slurred. 


Sav hadn't consumed anywhere near that much, but he was also stoned, and didn't trust his hearing. "What?! 
Yeah right," he boggled at Steve, mouth hanging slack, incredulous. Regardless of the benign flirting between 
the ‘Twins’. "You're not the slightest bit bent, how could you even--" 


"And you're a virgin," Steve interrupted. "S a shame really." He hoisted his bottle. His comments were neither 


over-eager nor coy, like he'd been considering this for a long time. 


"What do you mean, ‘shame'?" Sav grimaced. There was plenty of shame associated with what Steve was 
proposing, where they were from, but that wasn't what he meant. As for the other ‘accusation’: "I am not, are 


you taking the piss? Not for years!" 


Steve put the guitar in its case, closed and latched the lid, and sat up cross-legged, elbows on his knees. "Your 
girlfriend. Sure. | won't say that doesn’t count. It does. But don't you wanna know," his triangular face suddenly 


seemed more acute, subtly inhuman, more than human, "what your fantasies feel like?" 


"What would you know about my fantasies?" This time, it was Sav who took a swig - his bottle was gin, the 


only thing he'd been able to find, and it tasted like shite. 
“Cuz you talk in your sleep." The guitarist flipped his eyebrows and showed his teeth. 


Unable to stop it, Sav hissed in a breath. For a moment, he really did wonder if he was dealing with angel or 


devil. The stare Steve received was full of mortification "No way, you're fuckin’ winding me up." 

Tipping his head back, Steve pitched his voice as falsetto as he could go. "0 gawd Steve, yeah, give it to me, 
Steve.." He had rolled his eyes back in his head too, but now looked over and speared Sav with them again 
"Okay, not so many words but | know my name and sex noises when | hear them." 

"You're completely full of shit." 

"Nope. You know you love me." 

'|--" Sav's mouth opened and closed like a beached fish. "Fuck you!" 

"Exactly." 

"You're delusional. I'm leaving!" Bottle still in hand, Sav scrambled off the bed. 

Not as graceless, Steve silently appeared at Sav's side before he even noticed any move to follow him, wrapped 
the fingers of his fret hand around Sav's arm just above his elbow and jerked, effectively stopping the escape. 
"Oh, come on! You won't get near me on stage or in real life anymore. You've said less than a couple hundred 


words to me that weren't related to music or Touring in the last year. So either you hate me or." 


After a long moment, Sav, head down, nothing but the point of his chin and the tip of his nose visible under his 


mop of messy hair, muttered, "| don't hate you. Now let go of me before | have to get violent." 


"Very cute. You." Steve's snickering was cut short when Sav swung at his face and managed to draw blood. 


"What the--? You bitch!" He stared in semi-disbelief at the crimson smear on his investigating fingertips. 


Sav had not yet managed to disconnect Steve's hand, the grip of which had only tightened when Sav hit him. 


I'm not a bitch," he hissed. "Not yours, not anyone's. Not ever." 


"Look, | didn't mean it like.. like you're a girl or something. Is that what your problem is, you're too afraid 


someone will make it so good for you that you can't function with the ladies anymore?" Steve shook his head. 


"You can do whatever you want. Both. Hell, at the same time if you like. It's easy. ‘Double your pleasure’, he 
quipped, fine eyebrows raised. 


Sav was so confused. Steve did that stuff? "Yeah, well.. you still meant your dick up my arse, right? | don't 
think so." 


"Scared." 


Sav huffed with extreme annoyance and renewed his attempt to break out of Steve's grip, this time 


succeeding. Where those fingers had been, his skin bore parallel red marks. "A person has the right to say no." 


Steve stepped closer, swung around so his body hemmed Sav's in, next to the door of the room. "Agreed. 
Absolutely." Then, to Sav's utter shock, Steve leaned in and kissed him sweetly on the lips. For half a second, it 


seemed like he'd do more, but he drew away. "So tell me no." 


"You." Unconsciously, Sav's fingertips flew to his mouth. This couldn't be happening. Eyelids fluttering closed, 
Steve did it again, lingering, the tip of his tongue sliding in to touch Sav's. Every spare drop of blood in Sav's 
body rushed south, adding to the vertigo. He ended it that time, but it wasn't turning his head away or pushing 
Steve back, it was ending a kiss, with a purse of his lips and a little smack. Barely differently than with a girl 
except for the slight stubble and the tastes of vodka and Steve, and Sav needed more, more! Still stunned, he 


stared into Steve's light-colored, changeable eyes. "No one can know." 
Steve shrugged as if to say it was no big deal to him, but he nodded. "If that's how you need--" 


He couldn't even wait for Steve to finish a sentence, that's how bad it was. The bottle in his hand dropped to 
the floor, spilling the remains of the cheap, nasty gin on the carpet. Sav let some wordless noise out of his 
throat, a cry of pain and deprivation, and spun Steve, pushed him till his back thunked against the wall, and 
plastered their bodies flush. Their mouths slammed together, teeth and tongues colliding in a clash of spit and 
biting. Ribs expanded and contracted, sharp hipbones scraped, Steve's hand skittered down to rub at Sav's cock 
which was already hard enough to rip his trousers. "Damn, Sav, you should see your eyes. What did you take?" 


"Nothing. A little weed." 


"Jeez, | thought you dropped something. That bad, huh?" No, Steve wasn't making fun of him, not with both 
hands clawed on Sav's arse and the two of them grinding so hard on each other that the sheetrock behind 


Steve groaned. 


"Steve. |.. | don't know how.. but | want." Sav grasped the hem of Steve's tee-shirt in both hands and pulled it 
off over his head. He had to close his eyes for a moment against what he was seeing, no matter how much he 
wanted the person embodying it: definitely skin and bones, tiny flat nipples, a trail of hair below Steve's navel 
and in his armpits, all that the same as Sav. Once he put his hands on skin, they went everywhere on 
whatever was bared. Steve's arms, raised veins all over, biceps and triceps like bands of old tough sinew. 


Steve's nipples, pink as sweetheart roses, peaks in the centres no bigger than the heads of sewing pins. Steve's 


back, that which had been his bane in the first place, his fingers tracing the long, long, slender bendable curves 
of it, down over a waist he could nearly span and those tiny, perfect cheeks that fit his hands.. Steve.. Steve.. 
Steve.. 


A silly giggle broke his erotic reverie. "Settle down, Sav, you're gonna cream your pants." Despite the warning, 


Steve's voice dropped to a low murmur, as he licked the side of Sav's neck along his jugular, up under his hair. 


"Oh my god." whined Sav, dropping his head far back. Lips explored his earlobe and more, hot breath feathered 


into his ear. "Touch me ‘gain.. please, please," he begged, his entire upper body blushed from embarrassment. 


Steve answered with his tongue, which darted into Sav's ear, and by shifting to the side enough to work Sav's 
belt open. Changing his mind, he pulled Sav back in the direction of his bed 


"Sit" Sav more or less collapsed. Steve straddled him, toppled him onto his back. "At least wait till | can get 
you." Steve worked at Sav's fastenings again, teasing the bulge behind with light touches. Wide eyed and 
panting, Sav writhed and pawed at the man on top of hin, totally unhelpful. Steve batted his shaking hands 


away. 


"Ever let a dude blow you before?" Steve asked. He was serious. Sav hesitated, then shook his head. Steve 


shook his in return, eyes pitying. "God, not even that. Well, get those trousers off. 


Sav had been about to demand Steve's status on that front when the hand slipping into his underwear grasped 
him. His entire groin felt swollen and rigid, not just his erection but also his balls, behind them between his 
legs, and his arsehole which was throbbing almost as badly as the flared ridge of his dick. 


"Nice," Steve murmured. He lifted up and worked Sav's tight trousers down over his hips, freeing him, and then 


he slithered to the floor and yanked them down the rest of the way, coming up kneeling between Sav's knees. 


"What are you--?" Another man forcing his bare legs apart was too much; Sav was up on his elbows, one knee 


bent, ready to kick. 


"Blowing you, dummy." Deliberate in every movement, Steve lifted his gaze to meet Sav's dazed blinking, opened 
his mouth, leaned down, licked a broad stripe up Sav's dick, which had not gone down. His hands landed on thighs 
nudged wide enough only to accommodate him, Sav's knees hugging his ribs, and he kneaded, fingers digging into 
the stringy muscles. 


Steve's mouth come down on him, worked his foreskin up and back till Sav was shaking. He wasn’t even halfway 
down to the base and Sav was already keening, "Gonna... oh.. fuck!" obviously seconds away from blowing his 
load. Then he was stuck because Steve had his balls throttled, licking them and scratching his nails up Sav's 
shivering thighs. 


The caterwauling this incited had Steve's eyebrows crawling far up his forehead. He raised his head, about to 


suck Sav in again when he was painted across the mouth and one cheekbone with strings of white. 


"Motherfucker!" he cursed, laughing. "Alright, cum, you premature litte shit, cum your balls offl" Leaning 
forward again, he lapped up what he could. 


Nothing Sav could do now. He was halfway toward dribbling his brains away with the dregs of his spunk, eyes 
squeezed shut, toes curled, thrashing his head side to side. 


When it was over, Sav registered more than just the hands and mouth on him, although they were foremost. 
Steve was stroking him slowly, playing with his depleted balls. And speaking, softly, caring. "Good, Sav, you let it 
go so pretty, even if it was fast, were so good for me. These," he squeezed, light as a feather but it was still 
agonizing, and Sav hissed, "are perfection, fat and juicy." 


"Don't say shit like that!" 


"Get used to it" Once he had cleaned off his face with the corner of the sheet, Steve returned with very 
gently licking. "Alright, Sav, roll over now." 


"| don't know if." After all those years, Sav had never thought it through, how it would be if they were to 
have sex. That part had been just some fuzzy fade-to-black after they'd kissed and fallen into bed. Steve had 


other plans, clearly. 


"You still wanna fuck, yeah?" That could have been the crudest thing in the world, but Steve managed to make 
it sound almost.. romantic. He hadn't moved from his knees, and now traced invisible lines up and down the 
insides of Sav's thighs, the tops of them, pushing them wider apart while Sav turned it around and around in 
his mind like clothes in a laundromat dryer. "It's how two blokes do it" 


Sav started to ask what he felt was a fair question. "Why do | have to be the one." He couldn't finish, but 
Steve anticipated this. 


"Because I'm the only one of us who knows what he's doing." To make a point, he extended his finger's trek up 


Sav's legs to where they joined, then back, under.. 


Sav meeped, alarmed, and scuttled backwards. "Could we at least do it, like," he had no idea if it was called 


something else when it was two males, "in the missionary position?" 


"Well, Sav, we could.. but that would make it more difficult for you, which is something you'd know if you'd 
done this before. Trust me." Steve's voice remained conversational, educating the ignorant. Not bad, Sav 
reflected, for a man with a raging boner in his tight jeans - he couldn't help but notice it. "Up to you. But if 
anyone's gonna show you.. should be me." 


"Should be'? Why?" Sav slowly sat up. The room was spinning but he didn't care. Running his finger down the 
middle of Steve's torso, he looked up questioningly when he reached the black leather belt. Steve nodded. 


"Doesn't always work out that way but.. everyone should get what they want, at least once. At least their 


first time." Whatever was really in Steve's eyes and words, Sav read that he'd show him a whole new side to.. 


love. 


He had no idea. 


Chapter 3 


Author's Notes: 
*At the beginning, | said this story isn't "nice". Yeah, the word ‘love’ was probably a misleading hint that this 
would turn into a sweet, fluffy love story for once but | don't have it in me these days. Sex and angst, folks. 


*Sav's quote near the end is directly lifted out an RPG on another site with permission from my co-author. 


*Chapter 3 is a direct continuation from Chapter 2. 


Steve still had his jeans on, and the seam digging in like that had to be painful. On his knees, he held still for 
Sav to undo his belt, pull the leather through the silver buckle, thumb the pin out of the hole, pop his button 


and lower his zipper. "Touch me," he groaned, barely more than a whisper. 


Swallowing hard, finding doing this so weird and yet so familiar, Sav slid both hands under the waistband and 
pushed Steve's jeans down over sleek flanks and skinny hips. Otherwise, he was only looking, comparing, when 
Steve's dick sprung free. Angry red, wet at the tip, it bounced into his hand. He couldn't keep his hand off, was 


more like it. 


Its... it's big," Sav blurted the first thing that came to his gobsmacked mind. He kept looking at Steve's passive 
face, then down at what his own hands were doing without him giving any conscious direction at all. "So are." If 
Steve could play with his balls, he could do the same, right? A right handful, that. After the gig they all had 
showered. Sweat, musk, sour-dark and damp. An effort, then, for Steve to hold back. Sav recognised it from 
dealing with the sort of birds that had to talk themselves into an encounter that had nothing to do with 
commitment. He too had sweated it out on occasion, waiting for consent. What he did not recognise was the 


parallel. Instead, he chose to embrace the male perspective, that a reward was in order. 


He doubted that he'd ever felt the surge of power he did now, gathering the twin glands, gently rolling them in 
their sac like he sometimes did for himself if he was completely naked and alone. He felt like he was being 
pointed at, singled out from a crowd of one. Leaning forward, Sav licked cautiously. The taste wasn't unpleasant. 
Mildly sweet, like the taste water should have if it had one at all, and if it had the slightest sticky film. Once 
he processed, he quickly became addicted to it. Licked like a cat, then sloppy like a dog, all over surfaces that 
he too forever needed tended to with a willing tongue. 


‘Open your mouth, your fucking mouth, Sav.." Steve uncoiled from his position on the floor and climbed onto 
the bed next to Sav, peeling off the rest of his clothes. There was no hesitation to him; he knew exactly what 
he was doing and what he wanted. He shifted around, rotating, till his long legs were spread out wide and Sav 
was in the fork. So far, Sav hadn't managed to connect what he had been asked to do with how the thin figure 


was attempting to guide him. Steve grabbed a hold of the bassists shoulder, "Do it.. suck it!" 


"But won't you--?" 
"Come?" Steve huffed out a breath. "I have better control than that." 
"Oh." 


This was new. As far as Sav was concerned the whole point of sex, whether from a blow job or a full-on fuck, 
was to get off. With those girls who came to their shows with the purpose of a quick tussle in a dark corner, 
this was par for the course. Hump to completion, dispose of condom, zip and straighten, goodbye. Sav had spent 
the night with his girlfriend when either of their parents were away, and now that he had finally moved out, 
more often. But it was basically the same procedure, except maybe there'd be another round in the morning. 
This lights-on full display of every part and every move, no end predicted, was all so strange, a low-level 


electric current zapping him at unpredictable intervals. 


Damn, it was weird. Yes, he loved getting this done to him, shouldn't take much imagination to figure it out. Sav 
leaned over and took Steve into his mouth. ‘It's just skin, he told himself. Skin, stretched tight but with looser 
overlaying it. To encompass it pried his jaws wide, filled his oral cavity, scent up his nose stronger than ever. 


He barely got past the head when his gag reflex triggered, making him retch and cough. 
“ts okay," Steve let him back away a little, keeping one hand on Sav's shoulder, "just watch the teeth." 


Gulping in air and to clear his throat, Sav started over, spending more time licking, and he found he loved this 
musky-sweet taste, too, how that velvety skin felt under his tongue, more than anything the little hitches in 
Steve's breath and lower body. Any time he found a place that brought on a reaction, he memorized what he'd 


done, where. 


“There... good.. suck harder," Steve breathed. He ran his fingers up Sav's jawline on both sides of his face. Over 
his cheekbones, then across the top of his upper lip where it was stretched around his dick. "See? You know 


exactly what to do...” 


Maybe he did. What to do; not necessarily how. Sav still couldn't get more than halfway down. Any time the 
head hit his epiglottis, he gagged and coughed. Not liking the near-puke each time, he figured out how to 
prevent it, by swallowing, which seemed to please Steve a lot. He moaned and rolled his hips every time. Seeing 


and hearing the response was quickly making Sav hard again 


It was also a paradox to him. He'd gone from bandmate to idolatry over this bloke; it took getting his dick in his 
mouth for Sav to finally break the glass, for him to see Steve as just a young man his own age again, with 
what seemed like a lot more sexual experience and less inhibitions. He wasn't honestly sure he liked that, on 


some level. He wished they were more.. even. 


But on another level, Sav did.. like it. He sucked on the phallus in his mouth, licked across the smooth domed 
head with its secretive little fluid-leaking slit, tugged the mostly-retracted foreskin up and let it retreat, again 
and again, with his lips and the pull of suction. If he was gonna do this, he wanted to be good, so good, and he 


was being schooled by an expert, it seemed to him. He must have been, because before long, Steve's hand on 
his shoulder changed from pushing him down to pushing him away. "Gotta stop now, mate. Getting too close." 


"Was l.. did l.. do a good job?" Sav panted, wiping the drool off his chin with his hand. 


"You have potential. Gotta get it all down and not gag. Don't worry, it takes practice. You knew where to tickle, 


Ill give you that" Steve's voice was mildly contemplative. 
"Thanks." Sav wasn't sure whether he'd just been praised or insulted. "I just.. paid attention" 
"Thank you" 


"Should |..? Um." 


When Steve raised his eyebrows at him signaling an affirmative, Sav finally moved to turn over, though he 
was unsteady. So nervous. So.. naked. At that point, Steve reassured him with a hand on his hip. That's all he 
needed to know for the time being, that Sav agreed. Not breaking contact, he rummaged through the outer 


pocket of his duffel bag on the floor near the head of the bed, and set something on the bedside table. 
“Alright now. Move more into the middle." 


Sav crawled sideways on his hands and knees with his head down and face turned to the side, hair shook out of 
the way over his shoulder. He could hear the tear and crinkle of a condom wrapper. Both alarmed and relieved, 
his gut tightened. Steve got up behind him, laid a hand on his hip like before and nudged his knees wider apart. 
Again, that panic, like he should run. Sav's entire being was freaked, and was curious. And.. Steve wanted him. 


That was all it took to keep him there. 


From above him, Steve spoke, his tone strained. "You're gonna wanna get down on your elbows, if not lower. 


Warning you, its gonna feel weird. Just touching now.." 


"Wha-- oh! Nnngh!" Sav blurted. Coated in something cool, wet, and slippery, Steve's finger went directly to its 
goal. Too weird! His hole clenched tight, and Steve snorted. 


“Alright, | know. You okay? Relax.. | can't say that enough, and | won't, but you gotta" 


Sav was about to pull away. He had no good reason to do this, it was so awkward, his cheeks were burning. For 
fuck's sake, Steve's finger was on his arsehole! No one else had touched him there since his mum had stopped 
taking his temperature rectally when he was a little kid, and just the thought of that was enough to kill any 
boner. Then Steve's other hand moved from his hip down over one of his arse cheeks, down to his thigh, 
slowly and deliberately while the fingertip inexplicably found entrance. Sav's body jerked, and he moaned. His 


arms gave out and, as he'd been told, he went down on his elbows. 


Steve's knees widened again, pushing Sav's apart a few more inches. "More now.. doing fine, Sav," he murmured. 


Still petting the back and now the inside of Sav's thigh, Steve wiggled his finger in, to the first knuckle. 


"| don't think | like it.. Sssst--" 


With no further warning, the finger was all the way inside him, and again Sav clenched, then hissed. "Sssh, Sav, 
relax. Push back." 


A few seconds passed, and it no longer bothered Sav, but it was still weird. He heard the slurp of whatever 


Steve was using for lube and pressure, and pulling. "|... | can't..." 
"You can.. we're almost to the good part" 
That second finger was a bitch. Sav groaned, knew he was wilting, could feel the blood draining. 


‘Open yourself up to me, just let me in, let yourself" Despite what he'd said, Steve repeated himself, "Gotta 
relax, Sav," but he also bent far forward so his free hand came down on the mattress at Sav's side, midway 


up his ribs. "Doing good," he murmured. 


Feeling lips against his skin, Sav focused, saw a blurry nimbus of dirty blond, the ends trailing on his back. 
Acutely, he could feel fingers delving into him, inescapable, inexplicable. The two digits together, once they were 
in, didn't hurt exactly. The burn he'd thought might be too much faded. Sav was panting again, and trying not 
to freak out. What if Steve tried to put his dick in him now, and he couldn't take it? He'd never imagined at the 
start of this day, or even an hour ago, that he'd be bent over at the end of it. They'd barely even kissed. 


Why was he being such a damned girl? Because he was about to get fucked, that was why. 


Then Steve did something with his hand, twisted it and something, Sav didn't know what, turned on for the first 
time, bright and electric, like having his dick stroked, but inside him, different, more centered. Whatever it was, 
it needed to be rubbed and prodded. A little string of something dribbled from him. "What.. Steve, what, oh my 
god." Arching his back, Sav pushed against Steve's hand. 


"Told you." Steve's breath fanned out over Sav's back as he explained. His fingers moved in and out, in and out, 
providing a point of reference against all of Sav's wild juddering."Is your sweet spot, your pleasure gland, your 


prostate. We only hear about it making trouble for old men, not about how it makes you scream when you're 


young." 


He might just. The pressure was building. There was fluid that he needed to spurt out, nerves that connected 
to his balls to set them off, too. "Steve... I'm gonna." 


"Oh yeah?" The fingers inside him somehow found the sweetest of the sweet, pressing and rubbing, merciless. 
"You're gonna come just from this, aren't you?" Sav whined, powerless to stop his body from taking what 
Steve was giving, pressing more fluid from him a droplet at a time. Presently another finger breached him and 


made him keen in shock at first, from the more intense burn. 


"Its Too much!" he hiccupped, squinching his eyes shut tight. 


"Sh, sh, you're alright." The front of Steve's body came into full contact with Sav's back. "It's a different sort 


of climax." 


"Climax'," parroted Sav, his face burning hot. "Who are you, Dr. Ruth?" The word, actually several words Steve 


used, seemed awfully advanced to him. 


"Pft-ff-FH You'd better hope not!" Something weighty slapped one of Sav's buttcheeks. "Doubt she has one of 
these." 


What could even be said to that? Nothing. Sav just shook his head. Yes, he'd had it in his mouth but now, it 
was close to its goal. But Steve wasn't done readying him yet. "Gonna add my pinkie, and that's as wide as | can 
get for you without putting my whole hand in" 


Alarmed, Sav squeaked and clenched against the advancing digit. 


"People do that, | never have. Not gonna, relax." Steve's voice was soft and his lips against the back of Sav's 
shoulder, then on his spine, and then the tip of his tongue gathering up the beads of sweat than had sprung up 
with each stage of invasion, felt right. 


Lulled into a trance between then gentle ministrations of Steve's mouth and once again, the internal rub that 
caused him to grind between fingers and the pillow he shoved under himself, Sav moaned openly. "Please. it's, 


l'm." 
"I know, Sav. You're ready." 


Whether that was true or not, Sav couldn't say. He couldn't say anything, tongue-tied and drooling like a sieve. 
He closed his eyes against the weirdness Steve sliding his fingers free of his stretched hole, leaving him wide 

open, but yet not wide enough. Then, the larger, so much larger, blunt head of Steve's erection - still so hard, 
none of this up and down like Sav had experienced all night - against him. He made some move to crawl away, 
but he was held in place. 


The invasion.. Hellfire burned him inside and out, his body and his mind. Sav screamed, wordless. When it 
touched that spot again, he was gone. Steve was barely in all the way, which in and of itself had taken three 
or four strong shoves as he opened Sav up on his dick, when Sav wailed and shot his balls dry. 


"Jesus, Sav.. what the hell?" It was far from over. Steve had barely got started and he'd been waiting so long 
he could barely constrain himself enough not to slam his full length in and out. "You just shot again, didn't 
you?" Steve's voice was deceptively gentle while he pushed in hard. "Like a pro, coming on my dick the first 
time one's in you." 


Pro? Was he insinuating Sav was a prostitute? A slag? A bitch? He bloody couldn't help it! Maybe his hole 


wasn't anywhere used to accepting the stretch but that other spot was like the third jewel, one that didn't 
twinge in agony when ‘squeezed’. "You touched.. that thing again. With your cock. Set me off." 


"Mm, | know, not complaining, Sav. Like it that you're so fucking needy. Think you got another in you?" Steve 
thrust so hard that Sav could barely keep his head from flopping about on his neck. Below, his dick was semi- 
hard if that, mucking in the puddle of slick and spunk he'd produced. He squirmed till he found a place within 
the position for himself that kept the pressure off his spot for a while; it was too sensitive to bear. 


Before long though, he began to react again to the hard fucking he was being dealt. How was that even 
possible? The rhythm of it, the all-too-obvious sexuality, had him hardening again. Slowly, and it hurt because 
what could he possibly have left in his balls to offer, but it didn't seem to matter. Sav focused on the hands 


gripping him and everywhere Steve's skin touched his. 


They began to move together. This wasn't how it had been with any bird Sav had ever borked. Steve controlled 
the pace, the exact depth of in-and-out, everything. His groin smacked against Sav's arse over and over, his 


balls against Sav's overtaxed but tightening - again - stones. 


Steve accelerated, surprisingly high-pitched little moans released through his open mouth every time he 
bottomed out. "Almost there, so close, Sav.. please.. | gotta." 


While Sav didn't understand what he was being asked for, he suddenly became aware that this man was not 
your average 23-year-old, regardless of how horny he was. Steve was asking for permission to let go. It 
wasn't going to happen otherwise. "Come for me, Steve.. gimme your.. shoot it out now!" Sav's face was 


burning. 


It worked, though. Steve slammed in so deep Sav tasted seed, or perhaps it was only the scent of his own 
because he was coming again, too. Two yowls echoed into the corners of the room. Inside his body, Sav felt the 
strong pulses of cream being pumped out. So many! So warm! The condom kept it from messing him up, but 
suddenly Sav wanted that, too: to know the sensation of another man's semen spurting up into his guts. The 
fact that he managed maybe two weak jets and a dribble didn't even register; it was one of the strongest 
orgasms of his life. 


Steve waited till he was breathing almost normally again to pull out. Slowly, but it was still nasty business. Sav 
closed his eyes to it and flopped over onto his back. Perhaps he was too eager to cuddle. Later, he regretted 
holding his arms out under the assumption that Steve would want that, too. 


No, Steve waved him off and reached for his cigarettes. Apres sex, they smoked. That's what people do. 
Automatic, to the filters, and stubbed them out. Sav rolled onto his side and threw an arm across Steve's 
midsection. The guitarist allowed it, but only two or three minutes later was twitching in impatience. “Alright, 


Sav, that's enough. Time to go." 


"What? Why?" 


"Not into this." 


The sinking feeling in Sav's gut, years' worth of unrequited feelings attached, plummeted to the center of the 
Earth. "What did | do wrong?" 


Steve wrapped the stained sheet around himself and, dragging the end of it behind him, crossed the room to 
sit in its only chair. "Nothing. Only, | don't want.. we're not a couple. We fucked. Okay?" 


‘Not a couple’ 


‘Not a couple: No, of course not. They each had a girlfriend back home, and in Steve's case, something Sav 
could no longer deny as he tried to process being tossed from his bandmate's room like an unsatisfactory 
fangirl, there was Phil to consider. 


‘We fucked’ The only deterrent Sav could think of was, "Well, can we do it again?" He grinned, or he tried, but 
it was all lopsided. It wouldn't be today, not like that. He didn't know when. How the fuck was he even going to 
make it back to his own room much less be his usual energetic self on stage? They had shows all week. He 


should have thought of that. But how could he have known..? 


A fresh pack of cigarettes lay on the bureau next to Steve's chair. He picked it up, fiddled with it, tore the 
plastic wrapper off and tapped the end of it against the heel of his hand, all while looking down. 


Resigned, Sav slowly sat up and winced. Found his trousers in the tangle of clothes, pulled them on. Stood up, 
grimaced, tucked himself in still tacky with his own jizz, and zipped up. At this point, he felt some sense of 
relief. If anyone walked in now, they'd just assume he and Steve had been busy with some groupies till very 


recently. 


"We can do it again, if you want, when you feel.. better." This was Steve's one acknowledgment of Sav's utter 


state of ruin 
"Better," the bassist choked out. "Because this is so wonderful. Being sent away like a whore." 


Steve peeled the sticky sheet covering part of his knee away and shook it once. "Don't kid yourself.. this mess 
is all you, you can't take that back. There's another wet spot under my arse. One or two more besides. Right?" 
He pressed his thin lips thinner yet when Sav, who could not refute it, cast his eyes down and said nothing. 
"Look.. No one's a whore here except me, and | refuse to wear the label” There was a book of matches near 
to hand; scratch sound, sulfur smell. Steve lit up, dragged deep, let the smoke out through his nostrils. "Go on 
now, Sav. Here, you can have the rest of my vodka. Take a long, hot bath. That'll help. The others will be back 


soon; you gotta go." 
"But--" 


"You want them to see you in this state?" 


Sav did not, though it was his emotional state he was more concerned with anyone else witnessing. Where was 
his room? Right: across the hall and two doors up. It might have been a mile. He grabbed the bottle off the 
nightstand, holding it by the neck. The clear liquid inside sloshed but didn't spill. 


For the first time in his life, Sav walked the walk of shame. Hot bath his arse! Like that was gonna take care 
of it, after giving in to his deeply buried need only to have it so completely fulfilled and then destroyed. 


Still, he stank, like what, he couldn't even think about, he was splashed with his own come, which was drying on 
him along with his and Steve's sweat, and he couldn't even think about the wrongness that was his backside. No 
way was he going to sleep all slippery, sticky and crusty. Fhe could sleep. He'd worry about that later. Loathe 
to admit Steve was right, Sav instinctively knew a shower wouldn't cut it. Thank god his room key was still in 
his pocket. Once inside, Sav groaned as he bent over to plug the drain and start the bath water running. Steam 
began to rise, and he closed his eyes again No, he would not fucking cry! 


There was probably just enough booze left in that bottle to knock him out. 


Many years later, Sav tried to summarise why it didn't work out to someone he'd fallen in love with: 

"He made it clear he didn't return the feelings, he and Phil hooked up, the end 

"Well, | lived through it. The main thing is | wish he hadnt just booted me out into the hallway when it was over; ld 
never do that to anyone. | didn’t understand then, the depths of his self-loathing He was looking for, | dunno. More 
than he thought | had it in me fo provide." 


Not that it mattered any longer, but Sav still, middle aged by then, considered Steve wrong on that point. 


